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IV
Of Fiammetta singing

LOVE steered my course, while yet the sun rode high,

On Scylla's waters to a myrtle-grove:

The heaven was still and the sea did not move;
Yet now and then a little breeze went by
Stirring the tops of trees against the sky:

And then I heard a song as glad as love,

So sweet that never yet the like thereof
Was heard in any mortal companv.
* A nymph, a goddess, or an angel sings

Unto herself, within this chosen place,

Of ancient, loves ;' so said I at that sound.
And there my lady, mid the shadowings

Of myrtle-trees, 'mid flowers and grassy space,
Singing I saw, with others who sat round.

Of his la^t sight of Fiammetta

ROTJKD her red garland and her golden hair
I saw a fire about Piammetta's head ;
Thence to a little cloud I watched it fade,

Than silver or than gold more brightly fair;

And like a pearl that a gold ring doth bear,
Even so an angel sat therein, who sped
Alone and glorious throughout heaven, array'd

In sapphires and in gold that lit the air.

Then I rejoiced as hoping happy things,

Who rather should have then discerned how God
Had haste to make my lady all His own,

Even as it came to pass.   And with these stings
Of sorrow, and with life's most weary load
I dwell, who fain would be where she is gone.
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